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The H O G Toſsd in a Blanket, c. 


Country-Man. 


— 


Roth, Maſter, nothing could have pleas'd me more: 


What Pleaſure *tis to hear his Hogſhip roar? 


Excrt your Strength, advance your Arm with mine, 


And let us make a Devil of a Swine. 


You're but a Silly, Dos, 
To call ſo great a Man as I a Hog: © 
But 'tis Eſſential to your Brazen Face; 
You call'd the French Kings General an A. 
_ Obſervator. 
Toſs him a Turnip, let him Bite and Peck, 
When Hogs are hungry, what a Noiſe they make? 
Conntry-Man. 
I'll ſee him Hang'd as ſoon, a Naſty Beaſt, 
Before I'll treat his Chops with ſuch a Feaſt: 
A Turnip, quotha; no, I'll vent my Scorn, 


A Peck of Rotten Beans ſhall ſerve his turn, | 


Hag. | 

Continue to Rail on, ye —— Loon, 
A Summons now would make you change your Tune; 
And you ſhall have it whatſoe'er it coft me; 
I'll make you Rue the Day that &'er you Toſs'd me. 

Obſer vator. 

Do what thou canſt Ungrateful Treach'rous Slave; 
Strive to exert thy ſelf a greater Knave ; 
Turn my Well-meaning into Redicule; 
Call me a Rogue, and prove thy ſelf a Fool. 


My Lines in Glorious Annals will be Read, 


When thou and all the Sons of Spight are Dead. 


| | (3) 
II ſtill Oppoſe their Villany and Lies, 
Mavgre the Malice of my Enemies. 
| Country-Man, 
Maſter, I'd have you maul him with your Cane; 
Fhraſh him alittle, Talking is in Vain: 
Yow'll then his farther Raillery prevent; 
Toſſing is but an eaſie Puniſhment. | 
Obſervator. | 
"Tis true, I would my Rage in Blows explain, 
Had he the Sence or Figure of a Man; | 
But ſince he*as neither, Thraſhing T'Il decline: 
What Credit can it be to Beat a Swine ? | 
He'll only make a Noiſe, and Bellow more . 
Country-Man. 
God Bleſs you Thraſh him then, I'd have him Roare.. 
He looks as if he meant to ſtand the Brunt ; - 
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But hold your hand, I ſee he wants to Grunt. 
9 7 
Les, Sirrah, you ſhall hear me Grunt e'er long, 
And I ſhall hear you Sing another Song: 
PII catch the Obſervator in a Net, 
Country-Man. oF 
| Maſter, I've got a Project worth your 8 N 
A ſpecial Whim in Verbo Sacerdotis, * 1273 
He'll be diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt of Men. 
The Town will Hoot and Shout him for a Rogue, 
And every Boy will cry Here comes the Hog. 
*T wou'd be as good as Cakes and Ale to me. 
Flog. | 
The Obſervator needs not Fome and Froth ; 


Hog. 
Before the preſent Term is ended yet. 
Let's hang a Yoke about his Neck, and then 
As this wou'd Pleaſe your Friends to Hear and See; 
Pye Informations that will ſtop his Month : 
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He hopes to miſs the Bar: (but I hope net 
His Old Abuſes are not yet forgot, 1.34 
Here's Inuendo's, if they won't ſuffice, 3 
Rather. than fail il make 'em out with Lies. 
Or, Mould J add an Oath, will't be a Crime? 
Pve done ſuch ſmall Offences many a time. 
His Writing too, his Villany Diſplays, 
He's Impudent, as Honeſt: Leſſzy ſays. 
EY Country Man, 

Leſq's the Spring of Lies, and thou'rt the Source, 
Tis paſt my Skill to Cenſure which is worſe : 
If Satan ſhou'd be forc'd a Choice to make, 

„ He'd be Confounded which o'th' two to take: 
3 He'd be ſo very long in chooſing whether, 
4 That I dare ſay he'd take you both together. 
$ Rail on you Sons of Malice, vent your Spleen : 
Go {ide with Rogues, and Banter Honeſt Men: 
The Ob/ervator values not the Stories 
Of Envious Jacobites and Fiery Tor ies. 
He's no Deluding Pampleteering Sham, 
Bur he's a Downright True- Born Exgliſuman: 
He. don't excuſe a Knave becauſe at Court, 
He'll do 'em Juſtice if he ſuffers ſor't. 
He ſcratches Men that has a Factious Itch, 
And never ſpares a Rogue for being Rich. 
But, now I think on't, I'm a Fooliſh Dog, 
What ſiguifies my talking to a Hog: N 
Let's Toſs him down, aud leave him while he's Sober, 
And go and take one Bumper of October 
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